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One/One 


Author's Notes: 
Apparently, Angra supported Gamma Ray on tour in \99, at that point André was about to leave the band-and 
was thus unhappy-and Dirk was back on bass-and was thus very happy indeed. 


For Fred! Hope you enjoy it, mate. See, | said Nd write you André, didn\'t 1?) 


Moonlight Sonata 


The hotel was quiet, echoingly so. Dirk loved to wander at night, when the silence hung heavy like this; it felt 
as though the whole world was asleep, and he moved like a ghost through abandoned hallways. There would 
perhaps be a night porter behind reception, but on the whole.. he could explore alone, undisturbed. 


Except tonight he clearly wasn't the only one couldn't sleep. Kai, Dan, Henjo and the rest of the crew were all 


crashed out, as were the support band - or so he'd thought. But someone was up - and that someone had 
found the small cocktail bar, and the baby grand piano that nestled in a corner. 


Dirk cocked his head, listened, the piece was familiar, but played with a passion that wouldn't have disgraced a 
concert pianist. Well, that narrowed it down more than a bit. Very few people could play the piano like that, and 


unless there was another itinerant musician in the hotel it would have to be-- 
Ah, yes. 


Dirk leaned in the doorway of the bar and watched the bowed head sweep back and forth, long dark hair flicked 
back out of eyes that were - he had no doubt - closed in the ecstasy of the piece. 


André. 


He waited in silence until the last note shivered through the room into silence, then clapped his hands, softly. 
The man at the piano flinched, spun round; the thick brows furrowed and a glint of anger flashed in the eyes 


until he realised who it was, then the expression smoothed into a reluctant smile of welcome. 

"Dirk" 

"André." 

"You're up late," he murmured, then turned back to the piano abruptly. Dirk waited, let whatever had bothered 
the other man burn through him before he spoke again. If dealing with Kai for all these years had taught him 


anything, it was to tread carefully when emotions ran high. 


"Yeah. Can't sleep, and anyway," he folded his arms on top of the piano, leaned on them casually, "I like 


wandering around when everyone else is in bed" 

‘Its peaceful,” agreed André, quietly. 

The night porter joined them, his movement almost silent through the dimness of the half lit bar. He asked 
them if he could get anything, fetched the beer that Dirk asked for, and an extra for André; Dirk gave him his 
room number, and the man vanished as quietly as he'd appeared. The two of them clinked bottles, and drank in 
silence. 


"So what's up?" 


André ran his fingers along the black and white keys, not hard enough to draw a sound from them, and shook 


his head. “Everything. Nothing." 


Dirk settled his weight more firmly against the piano, favoured his weak knee. They'd all seen the tension in the 
Angra camp, the hissed rows between André and Kiko. He remembered what that had been like, and felt a 


surge of sympathy for the other man at the piano. Nothing worse than tension within the band that you'd 
dedicated your life to-- 


Dark eyes flicked up to meet Dirk's own, and a smile played around the full lips. 
"You think very loud." 
The snort of reply was soft. "Well. | can sympathise--" 


"Can you?" asked André, and suddenly he was on his feet, the small side bar not enough to contain his agitation 
He paced from one side to the other, the sound of his feet - bare, Dirk noticed, like his own - muffled on the 
thick carpet. "| don't think so." 


He turned himself to lean back against the black lacquer of the instrument, weight on his elbows. Air disturbed 
by the other man's frantic movement whispered across his chest, his open shirt swaying in the breeze of his 
passing. There was something rare about this man, Dirk thought; passion surged just below the surface, the 
usually easy-going exterior stripped away here in the darkness and the quiet of the sleeping hotel. 


"So tell me," said Dirk, and took another pull of his beer. 


A hiss of skin on carpet and André whirled to a halt in front of the other man, brow furrowed, sloe-dark eyes 
piercing in their intensity. 


‘I've been playing for people since | was ten years old. | joined my first metal band when | was thirteen, I've put 
my heart and soul into what | do and it's all falling apart. Can you understand that? A whole lifetime, Dirk! And 


its crumbling away--" 


He turned again, wrapped his arms around himself and lowered his head; his shoulders shuddered, and he looked 
very alone. Wrapped in his misery, blue jeans and dark shirt shadowed in the dimness of the bar, black hair a 
stain across his shoulders he didn't hear the other man approach, touch his back with long fingers. André 
jumped, looked up into a sympathetic blue-grey gaze. 


"Hey. Calm down" 
André tore himself away with a sound that could have been a bitter laugh. "What do you care, anyway? l've 
seen you flirting with the others, with your band, with mine.. only they're not mine, are they? Not any more. 


Not really--" 


Those long fingers were back, one hand gripping his shoulder while the calloused tips of the fingers of the 
other stroked his cheek. 


"Do | need a reason?" said Dirk softly. "Come on - why don't you play that piece again? It must have helped... 


Soothing words, and André let himself be manoeuvred back to the piano stool. He shuffled himself comfortable, 
let his fingers caress the keys; Dirk stroked his neck, cool skin that travelled from his hairline down to his 
shoulders, eased the shirt away a little to reach more of his flesh. And yet it wasn't a distraction, as it could 
so easily have been, it focused his mind, and he began to play. 


The touch vanished for a moment, and he paused; Dirk had closed the door that led to the main reception 


area, and wedged a chair under it. 
André cocked an eyebrow, and the other man's smile was wicked. 


"Don't want to be disturbed, do we?" he said, and made his way across to the large windows. He pulled back the 
drapes, and the two men stared in silence for a moment at the revealed sweep of garden, silver-lit by the 


almost full moon. 
"Perfect," said Dirk, and came around behind André again. 


The touch was back, and this time when André closed his eyes his fingers moved of their own accord, and the 


music began to pour from the instrument. 


Dirk had rarely heard such passion poured into this particular piece. Oh, you heard it often enough; it was so 
well known that even those who claimed no interest in classical music could hum a few bars. But right now his 
interest was in the troubled younger man who poured such pain into his playing, who swayed in the dim light 
of the bar and the steady glow of the moon from outside, and he wondered just how far he could go. 


Certainly once he loosened the shirt some more his own breath came rather faster. He was balanced 
somewhat precariously, one knee on the broad stool beside André and the other leg braced backwards; still, 
this meant that he could press his chest to his back, and slide his hands along the muscles of his shoulders, 
feel the dance and play of tendons and fine muscle, the heat of movement. He let his fingertips follow the light 
scatter of hair to the centre of the chest, lowered his head to nuzzle the side of André's face. 


The music cut off suddenly, and André's hands came to trap Dirk's against his skin; he leaned his head back 
against Dirk's shoulder, lips parted just enough to let the increased pace of his breathing moisten them. His 
pulse could be seen fluttering in his throat, and when he swallowed Dirk couldn't help himself, and kissed the 


corner of that sinful mouth. 
André blinked his eyes open, and watched the other man somberely for a moment. 


He sat up, and for a second Dirk thought that he would be pushed away. He needn't have worried, André held 


out his hand, drew him down to sit next to him on the piano stool. Dirk cocked an eyebrow at him, and smiled. 


Without needing a prompt, André took his shirt off, dropped it on the floor next to them, and his expression 


was wicked. 


Dirk decided that wasting enthusiasm like this was probably a criminal offence, and leaned forward to kiss him, 
he tasted those full lips, nibbled along ther, felt the smile. A lick at the corner of his mouth and he moved 
down, nuzzled André's head to one side the better to nip at the warm skin of his neck, inhale the musky, 
masculine scent of him that made his mouth water so. He had a real desire to see this man stretched against 


the glossy black lacquer of the piano, and after he nibbled his way back up to the other ear he told him so. 


"And here | thought Kai was the pervert," André murmured, eyes half closed, "and all along it was you, 


Schlachter." 


The smile was smug, and André took his time disentangling himself from stool and encircling limbs, then moved 
slowly along the flank of the piano. He kept their gazes locked, waiting for the flash of heat in Dirk's eyes that 
would tell him he had the perfect place. 


He found it when he saw the grey darken to almost the colour of slate, and the smile fade to an expression 


far more.. wolfish. 


He leaned back, elbows on the flat surface of the piano, hips cocked and body angled back to catch what there 
was of the half light in planes and shadows. His hair fell behind him to brush the glossy surface, and he tilted 
his chin up to display the creamy length of his throat. Dark smudges of hair trailed down from the centre of 
his chest, spreading a little as they vanished below the waistband of his jeans. 


Dirk didn't hesitate. 


The laugh he drew from André when his mouth descended on his throat was breathless, only to be replaced 
by a moan as he moved lower. Casting a quick glance at the door to be sure that the chair was still in place, 
he fell to his knees, fumbled with the fastening of André's jeans even as those dark, hot eyes watched every 


move he made, lips parted in a soft smile. 


A faint jingle when he undid the belt and they were down, André obligingly lifting each foot to enable Dirk to 
pull them away from him. Once he was free of the cloth Dirk sat back on his heels, grinned; before him André 
stretched against the piano, man and instrument drawn in silver lines and black shadows of moonlight. From 


under his fringe, André's eyes glittered at Dirk, all the uncertainty of earlier vanished. 
"Well?" he said, his voice low and smooth and dark 


For a moment the positions were reversed; Dirk the supplicant on his knees, moving forward to press his face 
to André's softly rounded stomach, nuzzle along the line of hair that striped that belly. He rested his forehead 
on his hip, breath a wash of warm air that brought a shudder to the flesh under him. He tilted his head, 


kissed the soft warmth, then moved lower. 


André's gentle cry when he drew the flat of his tongue along the underside of his hard cock made Dirk groan 
in reply, want and desire and overwhelming need curling through his body to hold his balls in a hot, tight grip. 
He lapped at the head of the prick that bounced before his lips, then slithered up the tremble of the body in 


front of him. 
Then he tangled his hands in that fall of raven hair and kissed him, hard. 


Hard hips bucked into his own, and for a moment they just ground against each other. André had his palms 
flat on the cold surface of the piano, and felt the bite of it into his back; heat and warmth in front of him, 
the bruising slide of chill wood behind 


Hands fumbled on Dirk's jeans, and soon their cocks were free to rub and slide together, soft skin and moist 
heat that nudged and rubbed. André pushed himself forward, but Dirk laughed under his breath, shook his 


head; at André's frown he kissed the corner of his mouth, and stepped back to kick his own jeans free. 


"Turn around," he murmured, and after a moment's hesitation André did so, head cocked to arch an eyebrow 


over his naked shoulder. 


Dirk almost came on the spot. There in front of him was the wickedest expression of temptation he'd ever 
seen in his life; strong arms spread to press the heels of his hands to the shiny wood, back arched to display 
the strong lines of muscle along the spine and legs spread to balance, a dusting of black hair along the lower 
back to echo the glossy fall across the muscular twist of shoulders. And once again that swift glance, that 
flash of coal dark across olive skin that told him he knew exactly what he was doing. 


The weight that pressed André's chest to the piano made him grin. He could feel Dirk's eagerness, the way his 
body was wracked with tiny shivers, the insistent push of his cock against his arse. Teeth found his neck, but 
gently; he'd seen the bruises Dirk often sported, and heard the tales of how he came by them, whispered 
amongst road crew and hinted at by the band. A little pain could spice the moment, but he didn't want to be 
hurt. 


Pressed down against the piano he sighed when the weight lifted, heard Dirk spit into his hand and felt himself 
being roughly lubed; then the weight was back, and the slick, blunt head of Dirk's cock pushed insistently 
between the cheeks of his arse. He arched and moaned for the pain of it, bruising and heavy; Dirk murmured 
an apology in his ear, a stumble of words that meant nothing, then with a hiss of expelled air that became a 
groan he was in He sank further, and André wriggled and swore, twisted his body to escape the agony of the 
rough stretch; once he'd pushed all the way in he held still, soothed the younger man with soft words and 
gentle caresses, nuzzled the side of his face and waited for the body beneath his own to adjust. 


Then he began to move, just a gentle rock of hips at first, an experimental slide through tight flesh. André 
pushed back against him, tension radiating through him into Dirk. One hand found its way into the softness of 
hair, pulled just hard enough to arch his head back, curve the supple spine into a bow; the nails of Dirk's other 
hand bit into the soft flesh of André's hips, and he leaned his upper body back to fully appreciate the sight 


below him. 


Paleness of his own skin locked into the deeper tone of André's, all the passion of earlier spread out just for 
him against the endless black of the instrument. The polish of the surface was deep enough to reflect, and the 


flutter of black eyelashes against lighter cheeks - sharp dark lines of hair slashed across to stick to the 
sweat that rolled down his temples - was enough to bring a whine to the back of Dirk's throat. The back 
shook; André gasped, threw his hips into Dirk in a demand for more. 


So more he gave, pressed himself forward again, wrapped himself around the willing, open body beneath him 


and drove his hips forward in a hard, fast rhythm. 


The sounds that came from beneath him - gasped in puffs of hot, moist breath to fog on the chill surface of 
the piano - drove him ever faster; he fumbled a hand around the quick pulse of their hips, grasped the damp 
length of André's cock and gave it a squeeze. That brought a sharp cry, hastily muffled in the sweat-wet skin 


of a strong forearm. 


The slap of flesh, soft grunts of effort and muffled groans tumbled together in Dirk's mind with the smell of 
polish, the aged dust from inside the piano body and the fresh sweat of the body that strained beneath him. 
Moonlight caught on the sweat that gathered on his eyelashes, a flash of silver that was gone as soon as he 
blinked. He pushed harder, a brief sliver of pain from his knuckles when they knocked on the underside of the 
instrument, his hand wrapped tight around the pulsing flesh of André's cock; the jolt brought a keen from 
André's throat, the high sound shooting straight down Dirk's spine and into his balls. 


He rose up on his toes, forced André's chest even harder into the surface he braced against and heat 
exploded from him; the gasps he couldn't muffle washed across the side of André's face in a series of sharp 
exhalations, the jerk of his hips and convulsive tightness of his hand enough to bring the other man off, too. 
He convulsed under him, each twist of muscle and heat accompanied by a burst of sound; Dirk clutched him 
around the waist, pressed his face to the hot, sweaty nape of his neck, and ground his teeth for the 
pleasurable aftershocks that rolled up and down his body. 


They rested together, panting, until Dirk got his arms under him and levered himself away. He staggered, then 
steadied himself with a laugh against one of the chairs; André turned, still half laid across the top of the piano, 
and smiled back at him. Legs still spread, come slid down the back of his thighs; the air smelled of sex, and 
between the well-fucked expression of the man sprawled atop the piano and the tightness Dirk could still feel 


an echo of around his cock he wanted nothing more than to do it again. 

He pulled on his jeans, winced at the feel of sex-damp skin against rough derim. André slid to the floor, 
retrieved his own jeans and wriggled into them, both men eyed the smudged polish of the once-pristine piano, 
the strings of André's come that dripped from the underside, and Dirk hastened to remove the chair from 
under the doorhandle while André stretched to find his shirt. 

"Think they'll charge us for cleaning this?" asked André, and Dirk shrugged. 


"Who cares? And anyway," he offered him his hand, helped him up then pulled him into the circle of his 


embrace, "it was well worth it, wasn't it?" 


A grin was his only reply, and Dirk dropped a soft kiss to those sinful, swollen lips. 


"Your room or mine?" André asked, and Dirk's answering laugh was filled with delight. 

~ Kew 
Kai's expression over the back of the bus seat was impish. Ever-present cigarette bouncing in the corner of 
his mouth, he cocked his eyebrows at Dirk and grinned. 
"So?" he said. 
So..what?" was Dirk's reply, expression mild. He marked his place in his book with his finger, and cocked his 
head; he knew damn well what Kai wanted to know, but he was going to make him work for the information. 


Games to play with your bandmates on tour, indeed. 


"Oh, come on. The last we see of André is him stamping around looking like his best friend just fucked his dog, 


and the next morning he's smiling, you're smug, and you're both walking funny? Talk, Schlächter" 
A rise of one shoulder, grey eyes hooded, a brief curl of the lips. 

"Nothing to tell, Hansen" 

"Oh, please. Like l'm going to believe that 


The seat beside him bounced as Henjo slid in to sit next to him, offered him a cigarette. His smile was wolfish, 


and after he'd lit Dirk's smoke he winked at him. 
"Tell us about André, and I'll tell you about Kiko and Rafael..." 
"Both of them? Henjo, you dirty bastard." 


"And | might have something to tell about Ricardo," added Kai with a wiggle of his eyebrows. "Gotta love 


drummers. Great sense of rhythm" 


Dirk couldn't help himself, and laughed at his bandmates. "So, you're telling me that the only one who didn't get 
any was Luis? Pity the poor bassist!" 


"Don't you believe it," murmured Dan with a grin as he nudged Kai aside to join the conversation 


Dirk marked his place with the scrap of paper he was using as a bookmark - a scrap of paper torn from a 


hotel pad, on which he'd left a message for a slumbering André - and settled back into his seat with a sigh. 


"You tell me yours," he said with a grin, "and I'll tell you mine." 


And the tour rolled on. 


~Finl~ 


